"You shouldn't make too much of trifling accidents,"
Bhakaroff said. " They happen in every performance and will
always happen. They don't matter one way or another."

"No, they don't, I know it. It's ridiculous what we are
doing here, it's utterly unimportant, absolutely futile/*
Dr. Mayer agreed hastily. "Outside there is the whole
world, there's war in China, there's one war after another
in Europe, there's turmoil everywhere. Inside, there's no-
thing but this dusty, old opera. Yet, there is one thing to
justify what we are doing: striving for perfection. True,
sometimes I am inclined to think that perfection is the thing
that doesn't exist. Yet, Bhakaroff, believe me, this too is a
world, a small but compact world, all compressed in this one
block on Broadway. Look at the people in the audience, just
look at them. It's escape for them, whatever you say. Escape
from boredom, emptiness, idle preoccupation for the rich;
escape from the humdrum of their work and worry for the
poor. It's escape people need to-day more than ever before.
And look at the lovers in the' audience; there are lovers
everywhere, some are happy, some are unhappy, but they
are inarticulate, all of them. The opera expresses for them
what they are unable or ashamed to express themselves, and
they go home, elated and relieved. The miracles we can do
with a few square feet of stage, the illusions we can create,
-right here in this old hovel of an opera house. The fates
that pass through it, the ambitions, the heartbreak, the ups
and downs. I love this world, this mysterious, strong, little
world inside this house. Another performance every night.
Another bunch of singers coming in and going out every
year. The young and unknown ones going up the ladder,
the old and famous ones going down. Always the same
operas. Always Carmen. Always the few simple emotions,
on the stage and off. Love and hatred. Jealousy and trust.
Happiness and desperation. Sweet sacrifice and sinister
murder. Good and bad. Black and white. It's humanity,
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